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man nature, enlivened by humor and penetrating
often to the very center of the truth.

Eliza is a remarkable creation, not needing a
Mrs. Patrick Campbell to show it, since one gets
her clearly in the reading. The two men of
science, Higgins and Pickering, might easily over-
lap, but yet are perfectly distinct. Higgins him-
self, though in certain respects he may seem to
reveal his creator hardly masked behind him, is
immensely alive, and a type standing squarely on
his own feet. His mother is delightful, and ac-
counts for her son's infatuation with her. Freddy,
as an amiable nobody, is a sketch, but a capital
one; the Eynsford-Hills, mother and daughter,
are an acute study of genteel poverty. As for
Doolittle, he deserves a chapter to himself! No
doubt he is farcical, or if you insist, impossible.
But how could we spare his inimitable talk about
the "deserving poor," the unction of his genial
blackguardism? As a married man, he is im-
mortally good fun. One goes back to Dickens for
his prototype, and does not quite find it, since
Doolittle is himself and no other.

In short, in this latest drama to be widely seen
and read, Shaw is so en joy ably the maker ofmuch of shrewdest so-
